behind a lump of lava on a distant crag tell one
sex from the other ? Nor do the men of the
Zakka Khei ever wear red to protect themselves
while working in the fields of maize and millet.
No self-respecting Pathan would dream of
falling so low as that. If a whining rifle bullet
finds a billet in his heart, thus adding one more
tally to the game-book of his blood-enemy, it
is simply kismet, the will of Allah.

They tell a story regarding one of these Khyber
villages, where fighting had gone on year after
year between Zakka Khel families living on
opposite sides of the same street. Each faction
had an ancient cannon, a relic of the wars
between the Sikhs and the Afghans before the
day of the British raj. Between them they had
a total ot thirty-two cannon balls. First one
side had all the ammunition but, in the course
of a few weeks, the other, after picking the balls
off roofs and out of walls where they had lodgeds
had its innings, Whichever side happened to
have the ammunition was in the ascendant for
the moment. The casualties were not much
greater than they used to be on an America
college gridiron in the days of mass-plays and
flying wedges when one full-back would chew
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